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the roars of wild animals
in the African forests,
the endless stream of melodious tunes
churning the heart of peaceful seas,
the sound of closing doors
of the colossal shrine of the universe,
Kaikeyee's13 anger-mansion,
Mandhara's14 dull movements,
the agony of the clown,
the joy of the mad,
the strife of harlots,
the sacred sound of Oinkar15,
Shiva's16 dance in the evening,
the thirst of Agastya17
who drank
all the waters of the seven seas,
mountains
on the banks of Niagara-tears.
Do you remember?
Do you remember
the rain of hailstones,
the first lightning in the clouds,
the laughter, clapping and loud cries
of children, drenched,
while running in the flowing rainwater?
When we were young,
the rainwater flowed in the stream
by the side of the hut
and we used to float paper boats.
We were young at that tune.
When
the chilly wind was blowing
on the green nursery,
the velvet waves were waving
up and down
like the breast of a maiden